


FEATURING 


THE OLD WITCH 


'ir'iffiiH 


HE VAULT-KEEPER 


THE CRYPT-KEEPER 


vjwny 


HERE ARE TALES THAT HULL USHER YOU IHTl 


THE HAUNT 0 







” MELVIN ? ^ 

you say you 

CAN'T FIND 

MAD 

ANYWHERE? . 


wsmmmmmmm&mism 


r 



'^HEE.HEE? SO YOU GOT YOUR GRIMY PAWS ON A GRIMY DIME AND NOW YOU'RE READY FOR ANOTHER GRIMY VISIT 
INTO THE GRIMY HAUNT OF FEAR. WELL, DON'T JUST STAND THERE LOOKIN PALE AND SICKLY. COME IN AND 
FEEL PALE AND SICKLY WHILE I LADLE OUT THE LATEST REEKING RECIPE FROM MY. CRUDDY CAULDRON. YEFrIT S 
YOUR Shiver- CHEF, HOSTESS OF THE HAUNT OF FEAR, THE OLD WITCH, REAOY TO SERVE the .TaSTYTOLE 
OR TERROR ENTITLED... - 


Laura rais stood before the imposing portrait, 

THE TEARS STREAMING DOWN HER FACE, HER NERVOUS 
FINGERS TIGHTLY CLUTCHING. THE BOTTLE AND THE 
SMALL WAD OF COTTON. SHE STARED IN HORROR AT 
THE SOMBER FACE ON THE OLD CANVAS WITH ITS, 
DARK FOREBODING EYES ANDjTS UNRLLY WHITE, BEA RD. 

FiNDOiFT^jm 

sob.... i've GOT to ... «0KB 





Laura was frightened, her 


IURA LOOKED AROUND WILDLY. HER 


She stood there, hesitantly, 

STARING AT THE PORTRAIT. THE 
BEARDED FACE STAREO BACK AT HER 
WITH ANGRY EVIL EYES... 


GLANCE FELL UPON THE COFFEE 
TABLE BEHIND HER. 


BREATH CAME IN SHORT CHOKING 
PANTS AND HER HEART BEAT MADLY 
IN HER HEAVING CHEST. SHE PICKED 
UP THE BOTTLE AND THE COTTON 
AND CLIMBED UP ONTO THE COFFEE 

table... MnrrrcaH 


SHE BENT AND 
PLACED THE BOTTLE OF COLORLESS 
LIQUID AND THE WAO OF COTTON 
UPON IT AND DRAGGED IT TO THE 
FIREPLACE OVER WHICH THE POR- 
TRAIT HUNG.. m „ 


Her eyes fell to the neatly engraved NAME- 
PLATE FASTENED TO THE BOTTOM OF THE PORTRAIT'S 

FRAME- ^ ,, -y— i 

W 'BARON GILLES DE M/S.' WHY OOES IT SOUND 
L SO FAMILIAR? WHO IS IT? I'VE GOT TO FIND OUi 


Laura tipped the bottle and poured rrs contents 

UPON THE WAD OF COTTON. THE FAMILIAR SMELL OF 
THE COLORLESS LIQUID DRIFTED UPWARD... 


The FAMILIAR SMaL. IT BROUGHT BACK MEMORIES. 
THE CLUTTERED STUDIO IN GREENWICH VILLAGE IN NEW 
YORK. THE STRUGGLING YEARS OF STUDY AND HARD 
W ORK ANO LA URA'S^ FIRM ^ DETERMINATION... . 

/^^oi^DAY^tK^BE^SUCCE SSnJL~POPTRA!T 1 
\PMNTER, SOMEDAY I'LL BE FAMOUS f 


EYES. THE DAY GILBERT RAIS CAME TO HER STUDIO.. 


'my NAME IS RAIS, MISS HARBER. GILBERT RAIS. I'M 
FROM LOUISIANA. I’VE COME TO NEW YORK TO HAVE-. 
WY PORTRAIT PAINTED. A MUTUAL FRIEND - - 
RECOMMENDED YOU. . . ^ 




THAN JUST THAT. THOSE WONDERFUL DAYS OF PAIHTIN3 
HIS PORTRAIT, AND THOSE WONDERFUL NIGHTS . . . DININS 
TOGETHER — DANCING TOGETHER... A ND F ALLING IN LOVE.. 
{/TOMORROW your'portrait' willN^come^TT// me, 
'( BE FINISHED. GILBERT.. AND YOU J LAURA. COME TO 
\WILL BE GOING SOUTH AGAI N. MR LOUISIANA WITH 

ME BE MY MFC- 


I WAS WONDERING, 
MISS HARBER'MAY 
TAKE YOU TO / 
■k DINNER? 


Laura remembered how she'd 
MADE UP HER MIND.. . THREW AWAY 
HER DREAMS OF A CAREER AS A 
PORTRAIT PAINTER... AND ACCEPTED 
GILBERT'S PROPOSAL OF MARRIAGE... 
<YES^L, 0 ARLINgT”'jL AURA . . -Jfl 


HAVE A HUGE W 
MANSION DOWN IN THE 
LOUISIANA BAYOUS, 
LAURA. YOU'LL LOYE 
IT THERE . SAY YOU'LL 
MARRY MET ^ 


'YES... I'LL MARRY 
< YOU'^./^rTf 


Laura remembered the weeks that followed... 
THOSE WONDERFUL WEEKS OF GILBERT POSING FOR 
HER, WHILE SHE MOULDED HIS LIKENESS IN OILS AND 
SPREAD IT UPON HER CANVAS. 

^that”will 'be ALL 
R TODAY, MR. RAIS. 

I, THE LIGHT IS FADING, 


...The SIMPLE CEREMONY UNITING 
LAURA AND GILBERT RAIS. ..MAKING 
THEM ONE.. .MAKING THEM MAN AN! 
WIFE... 




She remembered how gilbert had smiled as they'd 
MOUNTED THE COLUMNED PORTICO- 


'yesTTt HAS TWENTY-TWO 
NOONS. AND THEY'RE ALL 
YOUNS TO DO WITH AS at 
«j7 YOU LINE... 


y IT'S. ..ITS SO QUIET 
/ OUT HERE IN THE <-W 
^ BAYOUS, GIL — WITH Jfl 
ONLY THE SOUND OF fj 
THE BIRDS AND THE 
MARSH ANIMALS... j'jW 


And then she remembered how 
SHE'D STOPPED -STUNNED ...AND THE 
FEARS RETURNED -AS SHE CAUGHT 
SIGHT OF THE PORTRAIT OVER THE 
FIRE-P LACE- 
/wHC i^WHOff 
j THA T, gil? J 


ABOUT THAT OLD PORTRAIT... SOME- 
THING ABOUT THE FINELY-CRACKED 
CANVAS AND THE METICULOUSLY - 
PAINTED FACE AND THE COARSE 

YOU DIDN'T } 

KNOW THAT, J/yOUDIDN'T KUOWuyJ NO, GIL.M 
DID YOU ANCESTOR WAS A f HOW- HOW N 

-sHMB C fnench banony /thnillinoy) 


ING FACE WITH ITS DARK EVIL 
EYES AND THE COARSE WHITE 
BEARD. THERE WAS SOMETHING 

ABOUT IT- . . 

(*' BANONS/LLES 
S DE NAIS. 1684.' 


ONE OF MY \ 
ANCESTONS. 
\ LAUffA.. 


LAURA REMEMBERED HOW SHE'D FELT WHEN SHE'D 
FIRST SEEN 'TIFFANGES'. SHE REMEMBERED HOW SHE'D 
SHIVERED AS IT LOOMED UP BEFORE THEM, STARK 
WHITE AND DISMAL- LOOKING, WITH AN AIR OF 
MYSTE RY AB OUT 

■THEWUSEIS OVER THV \ ( IT'S... IT'S 

r HUNDNED YEANS OLD. LAURA . \i VERY BIS. 
r MY ANCESTORS BUILT IT WHEN ^ GILBERT 
THEY CAME HERE FROM FNANCEY 


-HOW THE LOOK HAD COME INTO 
S EYES... 

< YES. THAT I S > \( tH~.CN/LLY > ' 

[ WHY I Z0*<flT> OUT HERE, 
/HERE. IT'S SOFAN ) GILBERT. LET'S] 
I FROM C IV / LIZA- < GO INSIDET 
T/ON...S ' 


.The PORTRAIT... THE FRIGHTEN- THERE WAS SOMETHING STNANGE 




. 


Laura remembered those first 
FEW WEEKS AT 'TIFFANGES'...THE JOY 
OF BEING ALONE WITH GIL, HER NEW 
HUS8AND. AND THEN, ONE DAY. . 






WHAT'S IN TH/S ROOM THAT HE WANTS 
TO HIDE' . ' iif 3 


...And finally, the relief 

WHEN GILBERT RETURNS) ... „ 

?OH, GILBERT. 


THAT ROOM 
is NOT * 
YOURS' 
THAT ROOM 
IS N/NE/‘ 
KttPOUT 

r OF IT? J 


•'EVERYTHING IS 
PERFECT, GILBERT, 
r donT want to 
CHANGE A THING.' OH... 
ER... BUT THERE'S 
• ONE ROOM I OIDN'T 
SEE. YOU DIDN'T 
GIVE ME THE KEY. £■ 


/ HOW ARE YOU, 
DARLING? WELL, 
DID YOU DECIDE 
ABOUT THE 
\ REDECORATING; 


LIKE THE EYES IN TH 
'vsyTwhy, gilbert; 
• WHAT ARE YOU^g 
r HIDING? 


gilbert did not shave. 


Par RONE OF YOUR BUSINESS ' 
JUST STAY AWAY FRON THAT 
ROOM. YOU CAN DO WHAT YOU / 
LIKE WITH THE OTHERS. BUT ) 
STAY AWAY FROM THAT OHE.J. 


TTM GROWING A BEARD, 
S LAURA. I REALLY HATE 
.TO SHAVE. SO, UNTIL MY . 
%NEXT BUSINESS TRIP... 


/BUT, YOU'RE SO 
'SEEDY -LOOKING, 
T GILBERT ?^-? 1 


And LAURA REMEMBERED HOW HER 
FEARS INCREASED... HOW HER LONE- 
LINESS MADE HER NERVOUS. . . AND 
THE SOUNDS AT NIGHT, KEEPING HER 
AWAKE, MAKING HER THINK. ..ABOUT 
T>C ROOM WITHOUT A KEY... THE 
PAINTING.. 


Laura remembered how gilbert's eyes grew oark Ano laura remembered 


The mysterious room at the end of the hall 
ON THE TOP FLOOR. LAURA REMEMBERED THE FRUS- 
TRATION AT NOT BEING ABLE TO UNLOCK THE OOOR. 
THE NATURAL CURIOSITY THAT GREW WITHIN HER... 


And she remembered sulking down into the living- 
room AND STARING UP AT THE PORTRAIT OF.THE MAN WITH 
THE DARK FOREBODING EYES AND THE MATTED WHITE 
BEARD AND FEELING THAT CHILL ENCLOSE HER. ..MAKING 
HER SHIVER... 

WHAT IS THERE ABOUT T 
PAINTING THAT SEEMS SO STRANGE ? 

IS IT THE FACE? THE NAME?' BARON <; 
G/LLES DE RAIS.' is that NAME j, 
\FAMILIAR? 


WENTY-THREE ROOMS IN TH 
GILBERT SAID THERE WERE < 
' I WONOER WHY.' I WONDER 


TWO ' 



f X HAVE TO GO ON • 
r ANOTHER BUSINESS 
TRIP TOMORROW, ^ 
7 LAURA. 


LaURA'D. LAUGHED. SO GILBERT WAS 
GETTING GREY AND HE WAS DYING 
HIS HAIR. SHE'D LAUGH& ATHIS : 
BOYISHNESS. KEEPINGJiECRET S... ^ 
THE POOR Jt 

dear - Jmffl 


When laura'd awakened the 

NEXT MORNING. GILBERT WAS 
GONE. SHE'D HURRIED TO THE 
BATHROOM, TORTURED WITH BITING 
CURIOSITY. . . 


She'd stared down at the 
BOTTLE ON TH E SINK..,. 

VHAT'S THIS ? 
Mr w/ 'BLACK DYE' f 
7/ Mix 'TINTS GBEY/HG 
7MMz. HA/B BLACK'.' 
W/g£~r_ oh, HO.' 


Laura remembered how strange everything was 
AFTER THAT. HER NERVOUSNESS. HER CURIOSITY ABOUT 
THE ROOM. GILBERT'S BEARD, BLACK AND SILKY, GROW- 
ING THICKER EACH DAY, UNTIL 


The room . the portrait, what was there that 
BOTHERED LAURA? SHE REMEMBERED GOING THROUGH 
GILBERT’S POCKETS THAT NIGHT... AND F INDING THE KEY^ 
~ ROOM AT THE El> 

IE TOP FLOOR? 


She'd dressed ouickly ano rushed to the top 
FLOOR... TO THE DOOR AT THE END OF THE HALL. SHE'D 
INSERTED THE KEY NERVOUSLY... TURNED THE LATCH. 


r 

\ 

i 



Laura stood upon the coffee table before the 

PORTRAIT, INHALING THE FUMES FROM THE TURPENTINE 


[Savagely, laura smeared the turpentine -soaked 
WAD OF COTTON ACROSS THE PORTRAIT... SMEARING THE 
WHITE OF THE BEARD AWAY... DISSOLVING IT... REVEALING 
THE TRUE COLOR BENEATH, pjm i 


t THE COLOR OF THE BEARD.' SO FRESH ... SO CLEAN. 
r SO UNYELLOWED with AGE. THAT'S what 
BOTHERED ME f 


BLUE.' GOOD LORD.' NOW 
I ENOW... 


'And so, our tasty tidbit ends,fienos, 
in a... hee. hee ... CUT TINS CL /MAX . . 

| AND LIKE HER SEVEN PREDECESSORS. ^ 
LAURA, TOO.ENDED UP IN THE LITTLE 
ROOM AT THE END OF THE HALL ON THE i 
TOP FLOOR. AS FOR GILBERT, THE MOO- J 
ERN-DAY BLUEBEARO, HE’S TRAVELING ( 
AROUND THE COUNTRY AGAIN, LOOKING 
1 FOR NUMBER N/NE FOR HIS COLLECTION. 
SO... IF A GUY WITH A 5 O'CLOCK BLUE 
SHADOW PROPOSES, GIRLS, BEWARE/ 

HE ' S 0UT F0R j 

f WHAT HE CAN J 

m 1CL SLITf *nd <. 

I''*' Jw NOW.. C. K 1 
)/Eh> • ( AWAITS. I'LL I 

Wjfcr I DIO YOU J 

WltW LATER... f? f A 


Seven bodies f seven bodies of women. 

VARIOUS STAGES OF DECAY, THEIR THROATS SLIT, 
BEFORE HER IN THAT HORRIBLE LITTLE ROOM AT THE 
END OF THE HALL. 


She'd run,cryin6, from the gory sight, ano then 
SHE'D THOUGHT OF THE BOTTLE OF BLACK DYE IN THE 
BATHROOM... 

OF COURSE' THAT'S WHAT*] 
BOTHERED me ABOUT the 
PORTRAIT.' THE COLOR... 


She SPUN AROUND, gilbert stood there, grinning, the true color 
OF HIS BEARD, TOO, HAD BEEN REMOVED. THE RAZOR GLISTENED IN HIS 

HAND... '7, 

'yes, "laura. BARON G/LLES DE RAIS was the^^^choke. ^ j 
■ ORIGINAL BLUEBEARD.' AND 7’— EH. EH ... AM 

f CARRYING ON THE FAMILY TRADITION... 5fk 1 W.aHB 


f 



HAS HAS BORED YOU with HER SISSY-SCREAM -SCOOPINGS.K S TIME FOR 
CREEP into THE CRYPT OF TERROR, CRUMBS, and YOUR ROST /***"%•%* 
E TOUR BLOOD AND SHIVER WR SPIRE with ANOTHER CHILLER -DILLER 
H i CALL this EERIE ADVENTURE into the NAUSEATING... 


UlRIC, THE UNDYING, bowed stiffly to the cheering 
CROWD, AND STEPPED GINGERLY INTO THE SATIN- LINED 
CASKET THAT RESTED.SUSPENOED, OVER THE YAWNING TEN- 
FOOT-DEEP PIT. A HUSH FELL OVER THE GATHERING OF THE 
CURIOUS THAT HAD COME TO WITNESS ULRIC'S LATEST SKIR- 
MISH WITH DEATH. A VOICE ECHOED OVER A LOUDSPEAKER- 


ULRIC RECLINED IN THE COFFIN, THE LID WAS CLOSED, 
AND THE COFFIN WAS LOWERED INTO THE YAWNING 
EXCAVATION. THE VOICE COMING OVER THE P.A. SYSTEM. 
RASPED ON, DESCRIBING THE ACTION FOR THOSE W HO 
COULD NOT SEE- I 

the GRAVE DIGGERS are stepping FORWARD, 
FOLKS. THEY'RE SHOVELING THE EARTH BACK INTO r~ 
THE grave ... COVERING THE COFFIN... 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN. ULR/C.THE UNDYING, IS 
GETTING INTO THE COFFIN NOW. IN A MOMENT, 
ITS LID WILL BE SEALED AND IT WILL BE 
LOWERED INTO THE GRAVE... . ^aa/NsI 



J' HEH.HEH ... 
i AND WHEN THEY 
* 016 ME UP, THEY 
WILL EXAMINE 
ME, AND PRO- 
NOUNCE ME . 


...EXPERTS CALCULATE THAT A 
MAN SEALED INTO THAT COFFIN 
WOULD SUFFOCATE WITHIN AM 
HOUR, FOLKS. ULRIC WILL 


I REMEMBER MOW IT ALL BEGAN. 
HOW HE STOOO OVER ME AS 1 LAY 
DRUNK IN A DOORWAY ON SKID ROW.. 
A DERELICT— A DOWN - AND- OUTER . . .' 


HOW WOULD YOU ’ 
LIKE TO BE RICH? 
RICHER THAN YOU 

EVER DREAMED.. 


MY NAME IS DOCTOR 
EM/L MAHFRED. I am 
READY TO ASTOUND 
THE WORLD WITH MY i 
DISCOVERT... THE * 
DISCOVERY THAT WILL 
MAKE US BOTH RICH... 


WHAT IS YOUR 
. NAME? J 


NONE O' YER 
BUSINESS... 


V DIE. ..AND 
LIVE AGAIN? 
1 DON'T GET IT' 


YOU HAVE HEARD OF THE SUPERSTITION 
REGARDING THE COMMON ALLEY CAT? 
THE SUPERSTITION THAT A CAT HAS A 
NINE LIVES? WELL, I HAVE 
DISCOVERED THE CATs SECRET, Wm' 
MY FRIEND. V 


Lying in the darkness, among the satin folos 

THAT SURROUNDED H\U,UUUC.THe UNDYING LAUGHED 
AS HE LISTENED TO THE VOICE FAR ABOVE HIM AND 
THE BOOMING SOUND OF THE EARTH STRIKING THE 
COFFm-UD-.l^ AAAWWT^ 


.BUT I WILL LIVE AGAIN... RETURN from the DEAD 
AGAIN AS I HAVE RETURNED FROM the DEAD BEFORE. 
and TH/S...T HIS WILL BE my FAREWELL PERFOR- 
MANCE. THIS WILL BE THE LAST TIME I WILL RETURN. 
IT IS THE LAST TIME I CAN RETURN... 


I 





WITH A CAT’S ABILITY 


YES f I CAN GIVE YOU yeooo 


IT IS A SIMPLE MATTERS 
MY FRIEND. AN OPERA- I 
TION. . . REMOVING A A 
CERTAIN GLAND FROM A ^ 
COMMON GAT AND I 
PLACING IT IN YOUR M 
BODY. ARE YOU 
. MILLING? 


TO RETURN FROM THE 
DEAD TIME AND AGAIN, 
YOU COULD DEFY DEATH- 
BECOME FAMOUS... GIVE 
EXHIBITIONS THAT 
WOULD MAKE US RICH... 


THE MULTIPLE LI YES 
OF A CAT.'Z. KNOW H 
HOW f THINK WHAT ■ 
THAT COULD MEANT 


' I REMEMBER HOW I FINALLY CONSENTED TO THE 
OPERATION. I REMEMBER LYING IN DOCTOR MANFRED’S 
LABORATORY, UPON A WHITE TABLE- WATCHING THE CAT 


ALL RIGHT, I GUESS? 
vs ...was IT SUCCESSFUL '. 


ARE YOU 

READY?. 


my CHEST...' fj 


IS CLOSEST NO' WAIT' 

RANGE is CERTAIN DEATH, NO... 


'I REMEMBER HOW DOCTOR MANFRED NODDED AT THE STIFF 
SILENT FORM OF THE CAT ON THE OPERATING TABLE BESIDE 


THE OPERA! IUN WAS A DU Ol 
MY FRIEND . YOU NOW HAVE 
MULTIPLE LIVES OF THAT 
^ POOR CAT... TXVM 




ULRIC, THE UNDYING f\ 
THAT'S WHAT WE WILL 
CALL YOU. YOU WERE 
/TILLED BY THAT / 
BULLET, ULRIC? BUT A 
NOW YOU HAVE 
RETURNED. TO 
star T ANOTHER mm 

v lite f mm 


GG N NNnNnNn. 


EXACTLY f BUT WE WILL 
mSTE NO MORE. FROM 
NOW ON, WE WILL MAKE / 
EACH OF YOUR LIVES ) 
PAY .... AND PAY WELL.' ) 


'I REMEMBER THE FIRST SPECTACLE. I'D ANNOUNCED THAT I 
WOULD 60 OVER NIAGARA FALLS ...WITHOUT A BARREL ...AND 
LIVE. I REMEMBER THE RUSHING NIAGARA RIVER, SWEEPING 
PAST THE CROWDS THAT LINED THE SHORE . ..SWEEPING ME TO THE 
BRINK AND OVER—' Smm* ^ ^ 


^ ULRIC. THE 
UNDYIN6.' I 
LIKE IT? WHEN 
do WE START... 


IT'LL KILL HIM.. 
SURE.' 


' I REMEMBER MY SECOND SPECTACLE. I'D ANNOUNCED I 
WOULD LEAP FROM A PUNE FLYING AT TWO THOU- 
SAND FEET... WITHOUT A PARACHUTE... and LIVE. X 
REMEMBER STEPPING INTO SPACE OVER THE FIELD WHERE 


CRAZY IDIOT.' W THIS time he's 
G0NE 700 FAR - 


I REMEMBER T HE EXPLOSION... THE 
SEARING PAIN AS THE BULLET 
ENTERED MY CHEST ...TORE INTO MY 
HEART.. / !■! ■ w 


‘ I REMEMBER THE MONTHS X SPENT RECOVERING ... 1 

LISTEN TO THIS, DOC. ULRIC ' 
DEFIES CERTAIN DEATH. 
SWIMS OVER FALLS AND j 
LIVES' EARNS THIRTY / 
THOUSAND DOLURS IN A 
WAGERS AND ADMISSIONS' 

( WHAT THEY DON’T Y 
KNOW, ULRIC, IS THAT 
YOU DID DIE.' THIS 
IS ANOTHER LIFE / 
YOU ARE LIVIN6... \ 
YOUR THIRD. YOU ) 

HAVE USED TWO.' J 




s 



'I'd TAKEN a SLUG IN MY CHEST, I'd GONE OVER NIAGARA 
FALLS, AMO I'D LEAPED FROM A PLANE FOR A TOTAL OF 
EIGHTY- SIX GRAND. I'D USED UP THREE OF MY NINE 
LIVES. I'D SUFFERED THE FEAR AND TIC PAIN. BUT THE 
DOC, WHO ONLY WATCHED, TOOK HALE THE D0U6H. SO I 
MADE UP M Y MIN D. ■ | — li» 
F ULR/Cf SLOW DOWN/J I'm going to make an 
( YOU'RE DRIVING TOO 1 INVESTMENT, DOC.' I’M ' 
v ■ FOURTH 


'More months...waiti nc for broken bones to knit.. 

TORN FLESH TO HEAL-* In . V, ^ 

V HOW MUCH DID WE MAKE j/ ALL Tl,LD ... FIFTY ~ 
k THIS time, OOC? AJ SIX THOUSAND DOL- 
( LARS' HERE'S YOUR 
share. TWENTY-EIGHT 
GRAND... 


FAST.' 


' GOING TO INVEST .. 

LIFE FOR lOO'U OF OUR 
PARTNERSHIP / tu. STILL 
HAVE FIVE LIVES LEFT' 


'I REMEMBER THE DOC'S FACE AS I DROVE THE CAR 
OFF THE CLIFF ...THE HORROR UPON IT...ANO THEN, AS 
WE HIT, THE SUODEN SMILE THAT SPREAD ACROSS IT-. 


'Before my river spectacle, 

DOC HAD TAKEN CARE OF MY REVI- 
VALS. ..MY RETURNINGS. WHEN THE 
HAULED ME UP AND EXAMINED ME— 


*My FIFTH LIFE LEFT ME in THE 
FORM OF TINY BUBBLES THAT ROSE 
UPWARD TO THE SURFACE AS I LAY 
IN THE MUD OF THE RIVER-BED... 
TIED IN A BURLAP SACK — * 


SEND HIM TO 
THE MORGUE.. 


WHAT THE.. 

CHOKE... 


'DOC DIED INSTANTLY. I REVIVED I WAS NOW IN MY FIFTH 
LIFE BUT I COULDN'T FORGET THAT SMILE. I COUIDNT 
GET IT OUT OF MY MINO. AFTER I'D BEEN DISCHARGED 1 

FROM THE HOSPITAL, I ANNOUNCED TO THE NEWSPAPERS- | 

/I WILL ALLOW MYSELF TO BE TIED 
UP IN A SACK. ..WEIGHTED DOWN.. 
and DROPPED INTO THE RIVER 




Doc WASN’T AROUND TO TAKE 
MY "CORPSE* AWAY. LUCKILY. I 
'• CAME TO" IN MY SIXTH LIFE JUST 
BEFORE THEY DRAINED THE BLOOD 



Ulric, the undying, grinned as he lay among the 
SATW FOLPS IN THE COFFIN. TEN FEET UNDER THE GROUND.. 


AS SOON AS I'M DECLARED DEAD, BRING 
MY BOOT BACK HEBE AND PUT IT IN BED. 
I'LL COME ABOUND AFTEB A WHILE. 
UNDERSTAND, SAXTON? 


YES, MR. 
ULRIC' 


THAT'S why DOC SMILED just as he DIED' 

HE THOUGHT THEY'D EMBALM ME AND I'D BE 
FINISHED. ..UNABLE to 'RETURN'.' WELL, I 
WAS LUCKY... tm THE NEXT TIME, I MADE - 
T , ABBANGEMENTS... ^ 


My sixth 


Then, i constructed a replica of the electric 

CHAIR... AND I ALLOWED THEM TO SHOOT THE SAME 
AMOUNT OF VOLTAGE THROUGH MY BODY THAT ALL CON- 
VICTED KILLERS GET. 

Pf READY, 

|T ULRIC? 


LIFE SLIPPED AWAY. ..WITH NEWSREEL 
CAMERAS GRINDING AND TELEVISION CAMERAS SCANNING 
THE SPECTACLE AS THEY ELECTROCUTED ME-' 


READY.' 


'And i revived, IN my SEVENTH I 
LIFE, NINETY THOUSAND DOLLARS 


'As I SAT ON MY BED COUNTING 
MY LATEST BANKROLL, THE ATTEN- 
DANT I'D HIRED CAME IN WITH A 
KNIFE IN HIS HAND ■■* 


' But I WAS THE FOOL.' I STRUG- 
GLED WITH him' THAT was a MIS- 
TAKE.' I WASTED my SEVENTH 
L/FE. SAXTON BROUGHT THE KNIFE 

down into m heart..! 


''HERE’S YOUR MONEY, ^ 
ULRIC . FROM NEWSREEL. 
AND TV. RIGHTS. ..HUD 
ADMISSIONS... and 
VWUR SIDE BETS... y 


GIVE ME THAT 
MONEY, MR. 

. ULRIC. ^ 


DON’T T 
BE A ) 
FOOL, > 
SAXTON' 



i 


f 



Ulfl/O, THE UN0YIN6 GULPED AT THE LAST TRACES 
OF OKY6EN IN THE BURIED COFFIN... 


/FI , NOW .., I nartna iu ifimi ' vwi «*>>•» i 

LYING DEAD ON THE TABLE NEXT TO ME-] 


' SO THIS IS THE LAST TIME X CAN DIE AND... 
GASP ...EXPECT TO RETURN.' THIS IS MY EIGHTH 
LIFE. GASP' WHEN I «V/MT...GASP...I WILL BE 
IN MY NINTH LIFE f MY LAST LIFE f WITH FINAL 
ahd-MSP.-ETERNAL DEATH Ft ITS END... 

GASP? BUT... j- m 


'.'.As THE LAST TRACE OF OXYGEN 
VANISHED FROM THE COFFIN BU RIED 
so oESP. 1L ]r = "1 

THAT'S... CHOKE... WHY,..THE... 
G,t&p...CQy)W... DOC. ..LAUGHED.' • 

EEE A A A(3G h hH h - 


UlA/C. THE UNDYING , SCREAMED. 

" IT died ONCE? 


UlRIC SIGHED-HIS HEAD REELING. 


...THAT POOR CAT THAT DIED SO ^ 
THAT I COULD HAVE ITS NINE... 

NINE... OH, MY LORD' 1 


THAT CAT. — 

ONLY 60T EIGHT LIVES FROM IT? 
ONLY E/6HT f NOf NOf 

LET ME OUT 
OF HERE f 


|p ABOVE, THE LOUDSPEAKER DRONED ON. 


^ HEY, ED? DID. ..DID 
YOU HEAR SOMETHING? 
A FA I NT SCREAM? 


HE'S BEEN DOWN THERE ‘ 
OVER AN HOUR, FOLKS. HIS 
OXYGEN IS GONE BY NOW... 


HEH.HEH. AND THAT'S MY YELP- YARN, FIENDS . 
ULRIC COUNTED HIS NINE LIVES VERY CARE- 
FULLY TROUBLE WAS, HE ONLY HAD EI6HT TO 
PLAY WITH. POOR PUSSY USED UP ONE. WHEN 
THEY DUG UP ULRIC AT THE END OF THE THREE 
HOURS, HE WAS DEAD, ALL RIGHT. FOR GOOD. 
TOO ' NOW l!LL TURN YOU BACK TO THE OLD 
WITCH FOR MORE 
MEOWS. AND 
LISTEN.' HERE'S 
A W/MAKE LIKE 
YOU'RE READING 
HER COLUMN. IF 
YOU DON'T... HEH, 
HEH..YOU MAY 
ANGORA. '' BYE... 





m AT EC. ARE PROUDEST 
OP OUR SCIENCE - FICTION 
MAGAZINES 1 LOOK FOR... 


THEY ARE YOUR ASSURANCE OF TO? 
ENTERTAINMENT. ..FOUND ONLY ON 
THE FOLLOWING EC. MAGAZINES: 

TALES FROM THE CRYPT 
HAUNT OF FEAR • VAULT OF HORROR 
SHOCK SUSPENSTORIES 
CRIME SUSPENSTORIES 
TWO-FISTED TALES • FRONTLINE COMBAT 
MAD 

WEIRD SCIENCE • WEIRD FANTASY 
AND THE 25C ANNUAL ANTHOLOGIES: 
WEIRD SCIENCE-FANTASY 
TWO-FISTED ANNUAL « TALES OF TERROR 


Ransom crouched in the weeds bor- 
dering the lake, watching with fear 
as the three men came running 
across the sweeping lawn. Probably 
the chauffeur, the caretaker and the 
handyman, Ransom thought uneas- 
ily. It was obvious, even at this dis- 
tance, that they were armed; the tall 
man had a shotgun, the other two 
carried revolvers. His best chance to 
get out of sight was to skirt the lake. 
Ransom realized. Clinging to the pro- 
tection of the water-edge foliage he 
might be able to slip into the woods 
on the other side. His fist tightened 
unconsciously around the necklace 
Ransom had just stolen from the es- 
tate house. Then he began to move, 
trying not to disturb the weeds ... to 
merge with the greenery edging the 
lake. 

A few yards further on. Ransom 
saw two large birds floating placidly, 
their sharp-beaked heads turned to- 
ward him. Swans, Ransom thought 
. . . biggest I've ever seen. Mean eyes, 
too. Don't like the way they're watch- 
ing me. Coming this way now! 

Ransom stood silent a moment, 
warily watching the big birds circle 
slowly, barely rippling the water as 
they moved closer. He remembered 
hearing about the ferocity swans 
were capable of . . . when aroused, 
he recalled, they displayed the sav- 
agery of wild animals. Those wings 
were incredibly powerful . . . and their 
beaks were supposed to have the 
deadly sharpness of swords . . . 

A crash in the underbrush startled 
Ransom. Sucking his breath into his 


LOOK FOR 
THESE SEALS 
UIHED VOU BUV! 



lungs, he plunged on through the 
weeds. They’re just a couple of harm- 
less birds, he assured himself. They 
won't keep ME from getting to the 
other side of the lakel 

They were uncomfortably close 
now, their beady eyes riveted on him. 
With a gasp of anger Ransom picked 
up a large stone and hurled it . . . 
heard it thwunk against one of the 
birds. Now they'd get out of his way 
. . . give him clear passage . . . 

In the next instant they were on 
him, their horrible hissing loud in his 
ears. He raised an arm to ward off the 
attack, felt a numbing shock all the 
way to his shoulder as a ponderous 
wing slashed at him. With a cry of 
pain he realized that the arm was 
paralyzed. Possibly a bone broken in 
that furious attack ... or a nerve 
damaged . . . 

He slipped and went down in a cas- 
cade of frothing water. When Ransom 
rose to the surface, gasping for 
breath, all he could see was a whirl 
of heavy white feathers and beady, 
hate-filled eyes. And the long, razor- 
sharp beaks aimed at his head! 

Then an excruciating pain turned 
everything blood-red before him. His 
face seemed a raw, open wound . . . 
his nose, his mouth and eyes seemed 
aflame with agony. He tried to raise 
an arm to defend himself, but the 
stabbing at his face was making him 
scream like a madman. He felt him- 
self sliding back into the water, his 
body shaking with fiery spasms as if 
every nerve was exposed . . . vulner- 
able . . . 

And he was aware of one other 
thing ... he couldn't see! Those sav- 
age swans . . . their needle-like beaks 
were being driven with demoniac 
fury, again and again, into his 
eyes! Or what was left of them! 
And Ransom was completely at their 
mercy . . . ! 



144 BIG PAGES IN 


FULL COLOR 

Containing the complete 
story of the Life of Christ 
and Peter and Paul and 
the founding of the Early 
Christian Church. Included 
are maps showing Palestine 
at the time of Jesus and 
chronological indexes of 
principal events and Scrip- 
ture references to episodes 
illustrated. 



232 BIG PAGES IN 


FULL COLOR 

Here under one cover, in 
full color continuity, re- 
edited and arranged in 
chronological order, are all 
the stories of the Old Tes- 
tament heroes from the 
four issues of the magazine. 
Printed in four colors 
throughout and bound 
with brightly varnished 
heavy board covers. 
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Hummmmph! V.K. got HIS I Now I'm gettin' 
MINE t When my mercenary idiot editors get 
hold ot somethin', they NEVER let go! So sit 
back and suffer through . . . it you haven't al- 
ready . . . the announcement ot their latest 
insidious money-grabbing scheme . . . name- 
ly, the tormation ot a national E.C. tan or- 
ganization. O.K., knuckle-noggins . . . crack 
open the pitch! —O.W. 


Thanks ever so much, old girl, for the 
charming introduction to our happy news. But 
before launching into the sordid details of the 
club, we would like to sketch in a little back- 
ground. We started out with two conditions 
that positively had to be met: 

1) Our club would have to be a different 
kind of fan club ... a continuously active club 
that would provide long-range interest, en- 
joyment and benefits for its members! And . . . 

2) Our club would have to be a non-profit 
fan club! Incredible as it may seem, the only 
income we at E.C. derive ... or care to derive! 

. .. . from our efforts comgs from the newsstand 
sales of our 10c mags. We actually lose a 
little on subscriptions, and make very little on 
the annuals . . . both are primarily offered as 
services to promote good will! If you readers 
want a fan club, we re more than happy to 
oblige . . . but, again, as a service, not for 
profit ! 

So here's what we've come up with . . 

1 ) THE NAME: As one reader wfote a while 
back, "E.C. magazines are habit-forming." So 
what could be more logical than to call the 
organization, "THE E.C. FAN- ADDICT CLUB"? 

2) THE SET-UP: The E.C. Fan- Addict Club 
will consist of the national "parent" organiza- 
tion, and local chapters. Everyone who joins 
will be a member of the national organization. 
In addition, any group of five or more pros- 
pective members may join as an authorized 
chapter of the national organization. Each 
such chapter will be assigned a charter num- 
ber. The name and address of the elected 
president of each authorized chapter will be 
made available to all members, so that those 
who are not already a member of a chapter 
will be able to join the one nearest them if 
they wish to. 

3) WHAT YOU GET: Each member will re- 
ceive a full-color 7 Vi by 10 Vj membership 
certificate, suitable for framing; a wallet-size 


membership identification card; a striking 
membership patch for sweaters, jackets, etc.; 
and a very distinguished-looking member- 
ship pin! 

4) COST OF JOINING: Membership in THE 
E.C. FAN-ADDICT CLUB will set you back two 
bits . . . 25cl This 25c represents the exact cost 
to us (plus or minus a fraction of a cent!) of 
one envelope, one stamp, and the above men- 
tioned four items . . . certificate, card, patch, 
and pin! (The cost of Ruby's and Nancy's lov- 
ing labor in packing and mailing is lovingly 
donated by E.C.) 

5) POSSIBLE FUTURE PLANS; We are con- 
sidering publishing an E.C. FAN-ADDICT 
CLUB BULLETIN, containing such features as 
national and local chapter news; advance in- 
side information on new titles, future stories, 
and special issues, etc.; articles and stories 
submitted by members; and a "back-issue 
trading post!" Only club members would be 
eligible to subscribe, with the price and fre- 
quency of publication yet to be decided upon. 

We are also considering some sort of "E.C. 
Surprise-of-the-Month" plan for members. 
What the surprises might be, and what we 
might have to clip'you for THIS one, is also 
as yet undetermined. 

6) IF YOU'RE STILL INTERESTED; For an 
individual membership, send 25c, along with 
your clearly printed name and address, to: 

THE E.C. FAN-ADDICT CLUB 
Room 706 

225 Lafayette Street 
N.Y.C. 12, N.Y. 

If five or more of you wish to join as an au- 
thorized chapter, enclose each member's 
name and address, along with 25c for each 
name, and indicate the name of the elected 
president. We will notify each president of 
his chapter's charter number . . . but each 
chapter member will receive his membership 
credentials, etc., individually. 

So that's it! Meet new friends. Make new 
enemies. See the world. Spend money. Join 
THE E.C. FAN- ADDICT CLUB!!! 

(In honor of the occasion, we will forego 
the usual subscription plug that 6 issues of 
this, or any other E.C. mag, cost 75c.— ed.) 


’t 



HERE'S A HORROR YARN THAT'S A 





The woman pressed the sell, footsteps echoed 

WITHIN. A FIGURE IN AN EMBROICEREO SATIN ROSE 
WEARING A BEJEWELED TURBAN PEERED THROUGH 



T HE SWAMI STUDIED THE WOMAN. 
THEN SMILED- ■ 


T HE SWAMI LED THE SOBBING WOMAN 
AND THE DOCTOR INTO A DIMLY LIT 
ROOM AND BID THEM SEAT THEM- 
SELVES. HE STOOD OVER THEM ... 


I -.SOB— X (. MISS DALY IS ICOME 
HAVE NOWHERE ) EMOTIONALLY )! N , 
ELSE TO GO...\uPSET.mbWu\n\%S 
NO ONE ELSE. ) I THINK IT r'lJALY... 
SOB ...TO /WOULD BE 7 DOCTOR. 

TURN TO... ) BEST if I ) COME 
■^rrx took her... a in' 


I WAS 
SKEPTI- 
CAL, 
SWAMI, 
YES' BUT 
MOW, 1 NEED 
YOUR HELP... 


IT ) R-...IT BEGAN 
BE \ ABOUT SIX 
ILE ? ) MONTHS AGO. 
r ~J BEFORE THEN, I 
^ WAS SERIOUS - 
MINDED. . .INTENSE. . . 

• IN LOVE WITH PETER. 
an EMOTIONALLY 
STABLE PERSON^J 


YOU, YOU WERE, HOW 
SHALL I SAY IT, A 
DOUBTER... Af 
UNBELIEVER. 
SKEPTIC..,. 


kFTER I’D GRADUATED, I'D GOTTEN A JOB ON A 


i'PETER AND X HAD MET IN COLLEGE. HE’D BEEN TAKING 
A POST GRAOUATE COURSE IN PSYCHIATRY, AND I’D BEEN 
‘MAJORING IN JOURNALISMvWpFEL^INLOVE^/^^^^ 

f"”^TAND^VHENI^GETA^^^/ANDICOULD AWA f( 

f PRACTICE STARTED, WE \ UNTIL THEN, AND WE'D 
CAN BE MARRIED AND J HAVE SOME MONEY 
k SETTLE DOWN IN A \ SAVED. OH, DARLING... 

1 PLACE OF OUR OWN.. IT'S GOING TO BE SO 1 
E AND HAVE KIDS... WONDERFUL... A 


NEWSPAPER. PETER, MEANWHILE, CONTINUED WORKING 
TOWARD HIS DEGR EE. WE SAW EAffl OTHER OFTEN.. / ^ 
justth{mCbw^ WITF 

WEEK , I GET MY DOCTORATE... / A LITTLE LUCK, 
BUY MYSELF A COUCH.. MO I'M J WE CAN BE 
3BS57 IN BUSINESS.^, — XSk MARRIED SOON. 


* I'd ALWAYS BEEN THE INTELLECTUAL TYPE. THAT'S 
WHY £D COME TO YOUR SEANCES. FOR PURELY INTEL- 
LECTUAL REASONS. I'D ALWAYS LOVED MUSIC-ART... 
LITERATURE. BUT SUDDENLY, I REJECTED THOSE THINGS. 
I REJECTED EVERYTHING GOOD. I SEEKED OUT EV/Ll 
WHAT'S COME 

DARLING.../ \j0{OVER YOU LATELY... 


' Then, as i said, about six months ago something ' 

■ HAPPENED TO ME. I SUDDENLY FELT TlED-DOWN, BORED, 

^ VAPID. I SUODENLY WANTED PLEASURE, EXCITEMENT, 
■.STIMULATIO N.. 
r BUT THE CONCERT, 
t JANET f 1 HAVE 

' TICKETS' /3 S 


FORGET THE CONCERT, PETER. \ 
LET'S GO SOMEPLACE THR/LL/NO\ 
TONIGHT. LET'S GOTO A J 

r-x NIGHT CLUB... raagSGB 



THEN^JUST LIKE THAT . ONE morning, I 
'woke up TIRED and SAD and SOBER and MOROSE 
►and I DIDN'T WANT ANY MORE GOOD TIMES. I WANTED 

XpETER^SOB ... CAN YOU COME , 

{ OVER QUICKLY? I'M... I'M SICK .' 

Sr I... I.. HURRY.. . J> LEASE. 


Peter interrupted janet's story. 


SHE.. .SHE WAS LIKE AN ENTIRELY 
DIFFERENT PERSON, she was j 
SUDDENLY INTERESTED ONLY IN 
PLEASURE. ..GOOD-TIMES... ) 

WILDNESS. I TRIED to TALK 
^^^_TO HER... 


f of COURSE, i 
'. JANET? I'LL BE 
RIGHT THERE' 


HIM. I STARTED 
GOING OUT WITH 
\OTH£R MEN... J 


Janet put her head in her hands, peter continued. 


it ISN'T IN my MIND, 
SWAMI. I KNOW IT. 

I there's something 
1 INSIDE OF HE... FORC- 
ING ME TO TRY TO 
DESTROY MYSELF. 
THAT'S WHY X'VE 
COME TO YOUf 


SHE'S ATTEMPTED TO KILL ] 

HERSELF SEVERAL TIMES * 

SINCE THEN. iVe TRIED 
TO HELP HER BUT SHE REFUSES 
TO BE HELPED. tVE EVEN TRIED ' 
PSYCHO- THERAPY— TO GET AT 
THE BASIC CAUSE OF THIS ( 

COMPULSION FOR SELF- J 

DESTRUCTION... mnggk 


WHEN I GOT TO JANET'S 
PLACE, X FOUND HER 
STANDING IN THE KITCHEN 
WITH A KNIFE IN HER 
1 HANDS... 


X WAS GOING TO V 
KILL MYSELF, ^ 
SWAMI . I WANTED 
TO SLIT MY THROAT. 
IF IT WEREN'T FOR 
PETER. id ...I'D... 


A... A I A LA MIA. ..Mi EVIL 


THERE'S A VOICE 
INSIDE OF ME. IT 
KEEPS TELUNG ME, 

•KILL YOURSELF... 
DESTROY YOUR- 


SHE TALKS 
WILDLY. SHE 
TALKS OF 
DEMONS AND 
WITCHERY 
AND NON- 
SENSE UKE 
k THAT.' 


WHAT? ) SPIRIT. ..Mi ESSENCE 
Of POLLUTION and 
117// DEGREDAT/ON... A SUPEA 

tZnA NATURAL MALFEASANT.. 
SJjgV IN OTHER WORDS, A DEVIL.. 


NON-/BE- 
SENSE, /WITCHED, 

DOCTOR SSWAMI. 
RAYMOND.'} I KNOW 


BY A LAMIA, 
DOCTOR 
RAYMOND- 



] JANET'S 
l PROBLEM 
IS MEN- 4 
TAL. I 

WILL NOT 
L/STEN 
TO SUCH 
HOGWASH_. 


THAT'S 


BUT . ALAS- THE LAMIA 
IS A FICKLE SPIRIT/ IT 
SOON TIRES OF THE BODY 
IT HAS POSSESSED/ IT ^ 
SEEKS TO ESCAPE IT? \ 
BUT ONCE A LAMIA IS j 
INSIDE A BODY. . IT 5 
CANNOT ESCAPE • IT \ 
is TRAPPED f IT'S h 
I ONLY ESCAPE LIES Ji 
IN THE BODY'S J] , 
DESTRUCTION. W/ 


LAMIAS ARE SPIRITS , 
OF EVIL. THEY ARE f 
THE CAUSES OF ALL < 
WICKEDNESS IN THE ) 
WORLD. ONCE A LAMIA ) 
ENTERS A BODY... -K 
IT POSSESSES \ 
IT... DR IVES IT J 

INTO EVIL. f Kg&i. 


RIDICULOUS. 
THERE'S NO 
SUCH THING Y 
IT DOESN'T i 
EK/ST'l 


) AH, BUT YOU'RE 
) WRONG, DOCTOR 
’ RAYMOND. THE 
1 LAMIA EXISTS... 
IN MANY FORMS. . 


) I WANT 

J TO KILL 
MYSELF? 
DON'T YOU 

SEE, 

PETER? 


JANET' I 
WILL NOT 
LISTEN to 
any MORE . 
OF THIS ... 

THIS 

DRIVEL... 


THINK OF THE LAMIA-POSSESSED 
PEOPLE THAT- LEAP FROM TALL 
BUILDINGS and SPLA TTER 
THEMSELVES UPON THE CON- 
CRETE. THINK OF THE ACCIDENT- 
PRONE PEOPLE that SMASH 
THEIR CARS AND THEIR BODIES 
INTO TREES, INTO OTHER CARS, IS 
AND INTO BR/CK WALLS. .. JgM 


I THE BODY IS UKE A BOTTLE, 

IN WHICH THE LAMIA, UKE A 
\ GENIE from THE ARABIAN 
NIGHTS, IS CORKED. AND LIKE a 
. BOTTLE, THE BODY MUST BE 
) SMASHED or BROKEN OR RENT 
IN ORDER FOR THE LAMIA TO 

zr~~^^ESCAPE..fiB^ 


POSSESSED who 
LIFT GUNS TO THEIR 
TEMPLES... KNIVES 
TO THEIR BREASTS- 
RAZORS TO THEIR 

ha wrists... _ 




IT IS ALL ACCORD- 
ING TO THE TYPE 
OF LAMIA THAT 
POSSESSES 
YOU, MISS DALY. 
THERE ARE WAYS, 
BUT THEY ARE 




Peter hesitated, there was * 
MOMENT OF SILENCE. JANET GAS Pep. 


SIX MONTHS A60,mss daly' 1 
THINK r WHAT Vim FNT DFATH 


HA.' THERE' YOU SE e/J PET E R'\ 
IT WILL be COSTLY.' J PLEASE' 
THAT'S ALL HE'S IT NO' , 
INTERESTED IN.' 1/ sob... 
MONEY' you’re HOf.- 

GETTING OUT Of } Tj 

'T H S&l f ynr 


THINK.' what VIOLENT DEATH 
DID YOU WITNESS SIX MONTHS 
AGO ? WHEN COULD THE LAMIA 
HAVE ENTERED YOUR body? 
WHAT DID YOU SEE? 'HUNT DEATH 
T7 WERE YOU NEAR? T— — — ^ 


I OP COURSE.' I WAS 1 
SENT UPSTATE..TO THE 
PRISON... TO COVER A s' 
r HANGING. . . Ton THE J 
PAPER' JMM 


\a hang- 

) /NO, MISS 
OALIINO' 
I HARDLY 
THINK SO... 


.'...When thetrapsprungT^^ 

WARD , AND THE ROPE... TORE HIS HEAD OFF...' 


YOU SEE, A HANGING DOESN'T 
RUPTURE THE BODY . DOESN'T 
'OPEN' A 'DOOR' FOR the j 
r LAMIA TO ESCAPE... V 


\ THIS... CHOKE ... 

J THIS HANGING 
DID f THE CONVICTED 
KILLER WAS A HUGE 
man... OVERWEIGHT... 


JANET' 
COME 
BACK ' 


NO.' OH, m JANET' 
LORD... J for GOD'S 
VAHaMMSKk SAKE. ..STOP 
•i THIS AND 

^ y<~%. COME... J 


DOCTOR RAYMOND.' this is 
SERIOUS / THE DECAPITATION 
LAMIA is IMPOSSIBLE to 
REMOVE. IT WILL ONLY EXIT 
through the 'NECK of the 
BOTTLE '. ..by UNCORKING it.' 


A... A DECAPITATION 
^ LAMIA, 



The subway kiosk loomed up 

BEFORE THE WIDE-EYED TERRORIZED 
WOMAN-. | 


J A NET SWUNG OPEN THE HUGE GRILL-] 
DOOR AND STUMBLED DOWN THE 
STEPS OF THE OLO BROWN-STONE 
HOUSE- WLI ' W 


IRAN WILDLY UP THE BLOCK. 


BLASTED SWAM... 
FILLING HER SICK „ 
MIND WITH SUCH A 
R0T 


JANET.' NO.' STOP HER'- 
t SOMEONE... j 


JANET ' 


T HE STATION WAS ALMOST DESERTED. LIGHTS SWEPT DOWN 
THE GLEAMING STEEL RAILS...INTO THE EMPTY STATION. A 
TRAIN WAS COMING. JANET FLAILED AT THE PLATFORM 
EDGE. HER SCREAM ECHOED OFF TILED WALLS AS SHE 


She DARTED OOWN THE STEPS... INTO THE ROARING 


JANET/ COME BACK ' 

no' no! m 


...Like an UNCORK/N6.. like an 
OPENING OF a bottle of bur - 
WINE FOUNT AINING. 


Peter watched, horrified, as the 

KNIFE-LIKE WHEELS OF THE SUBWAY 
TRAIN PASSED OVER JANET’S NECK, 
SEVERING HER HEAD FROM HER 


FEELING DEEP INSIDE PETER. THE 
GIDDYNESS AND DELIGHT.. BURSTING 
OUT INTO LAUGHTER... 


GUNDY... THE 
AND THEN THE MIST RISING. 
COMING TOWARD PETER... 


JANET' my... SOB . 
. MY... JANET... m 


AN IDIOTIC 


...AND THE 
EVIL ENJOYMENT THAT WOULD ONLY 
END IN BOREDOM AND THE UNCORK- 
ING ONCE AGAIN... . 





HEH, HEH' IT*S SO NICE TO SEE YOUR PUTRID PUSSES AGAIN, CREEPS, PEERING INTO THE VAULT. WELL, 
YOUR HAPPY HOST IN HOWLS, THE VAULT-KEEPER {THAT'S ME, IN THE LIVID FLESH ) IS READY TO 'RELATE 
ANOTHER REVOLT/NO TALE FROM my APPETIZING ASSORTMENT. SO,COME //V...CURL UP Oft THAT DISSECTION 
TABLE THERE, AND I'LL BEGIN THE SCREAM -STORY I CALI — 

LmJlJJJLXjUU LJL/UJJJLh 


Our STORY BEGINS IN PARIS ON A SWELTERING SUM- 
MER NIGHT IN I8G7. A CART RATTLES THROUGH DESERTED 
COBBLE-STONED STREETS ...PAST DARKENED STORES ANO 
SHUTTERED HOUSES... DOWN WINDING ALLEYS ALIVE WITH 
SCAMPERING GREY SHADOWS. ..AND FINALLY UP ONTO ONE 
OF THE COUNTLESS BRIDGES THAT SPAN THE RIVER 
SEINE. THE SHABBILY DRESSED FIGURE, PULLING THE 
NOISY CART, GASPS AND STRAINS AS HE LABORS UP THE 
INCLINE OF THE BRIDGE TOWARD ITS CENTER. HIS TORN 
AND SHREDDED SHIRT IS WET WITH PERSPIRATION, ANO HIS 
GRIMY FACE IS STREAKED BY THE TEARS THAT FILL H I S 
EYES AND OVERFLOW THEIR LIDS... 




HlS NAME IS HENRI COURBET. HE STOPS NOW, RESTING... 
WIPING HIS WET EYES WITH THE BACK OF HIS HUGE HAND. 
HE TURNS AND GLANCES BEHIND HIM... AT THE CART ...AT 
THE BODY LYING UPON IT, WRAPPED IN BURLAP, LYING STILL 
AND SILENT AND NEVERMORE TO MOVE OR LAUGH OR TALK 
OR CRY, AS NOW HENRY IS CRYING- 





The river below the bridge flows on... like time ... 

CEASELESSLY... UNENDING... NEVER COMING BACK -GOING 
DOWNSTREAM INTO THE PAST... LOST FOREVER. HENRI 
GAZES DOWNSTREAM INTO THE FOG... INTO THE PAST. 
AND HE SEES HIMSELF WAKING THAT MORNING TO THE 
CHILDREN'S HYSTERICAL CRI ES... 


\TasIf yoooo LORD' 

SHE IS ] SUZETTE' 

DEAD' lSUZETTE'f 


SHE JUST LIES THERE.. 
SO STILL... IF... SOB... 
■ AS IF... j 


PAPA' PAPA! 
WARE UP' 


HUH f WHA...WHAT is) J IT IS 

IT, MARIE..PIERRE ? J/' HAMA.' 

tej ffn u she will 

Wat' S' v \HOT SET UP... 




HE REMEMBERS SENDING THE BOY, 


3ERS DOCTOR LE OUCART 
THE SQUALID CELL AR- 
AND PUTTING OOWN HIS 
AND TAKING 
WHITE HAND IN 




Henri remembers doctor le 
OUCART LOOKING AT HIM... 


A/ HMMM F A 

I Y PITYf WEU — I 
J BETTER TAKE 
JL CARE OF THE 1 
y FUNERAL R/GHT 
AWAr, COURBET' , 
REMEMBER THE I 
NEW ORDINANCE / ' 


SUZETTE ...SHE . 
SHE RAVE HER 
SHARE TO THE 
CHILDREN F 


'WE. ..WE HAVE NO , 
I MONEY F I...X 
HAVE NOT HAD 
WORK FOR SOME 

—r time... ry* 


J COULDN'T YOU 
( AFFORD TO BUY 
[ FOOD, COURBETS 


r I...I DO NOT HAVE FIFTY-FIVE 
FRANCS NOW. M'SIEU GREVIARO. IF 
X COULD OWE IT TO YOU..? 


'anything 

WRONG. 

COURBET? 


THE CHEAPEST jFIFTY-\ 

_ I CAN MAKE IT IS ■/FIVE . ..] 

COFFIN... AND CARTAGE. . .) FIFTY-FIVE <6ULP .J 
~~~ — FRANCS, M'SIEU I \fr3 


THERE 


SORRY, M'SIEU.' FIFTY -FIVE FRANCS 
is THE PRICE F AND REMEMBER. .. \ 

THE COMMISSIONER OF HEALTH'S 
DECREE. TWENTY- FOUR HOURS... j 


M'SIEU GREVIARO. THE UNDERTAKER. SHOOK HIS HEAD. 


coOrbet' i DO NOT ooYr WOULD 


REMEMBER f 


BUSINESS THAT WAY. NO MONEY F 
NO FUNERAL f WHAT IF YOU NEVER 
PAID ME? WHAT COULO I D OT GO J. 
~\0/S UP THE 


NEW . ORDINANCE? ) the COM- \ 
WHICH one IS r-^M/SS/ONER ) 
THAT 9 there OF HEALTH'S 4 
are so MANY AlTtST decree, 
i THESE DAYS ij ALL BODIES MUST 
V BE BURIED WITHIN 
)krl\SF TWENTY- FOUR 

IgjjJff HOURS AFTER DEATH. 

YOU HAVE UNTIL 
TOMORROW MORN/N6. . 


And HENRI REMEMBERS GOING TO THE UNDERTAKER 
PARLOR AND INQUIRING... 



WE -WE HAVETwE. ..WE'RE... 
EATEN NOTHING ) <X&... HUNGRY, 

! ALL DAY, r -Jm PAPA f y—r' 


Y AND I...X HAVEN'T 
) THE NONET TO 
7 BURY YOUR POOR ■> 
DEAD NANA, NO 
LESS... CHOKE ... NO 
LESS FEED YOU ... > 


OWN FAMILY... NO L£: 
BURY ONE OF YOURS. 


Goulets- 


...The OFFICER , LOOMING IN THE 
DOORWAY... HIS EVIL EYES FLASHING. 
■HIS GRIM MOUTH SNEERING... 


'THE COMMISSIONER OF \ 
'HEALTH HAS RECEIVED 
WORD FROM YOUR DOCTOR 
; THAT YOUR WIFE PASSED 
! AWAY THIS MORNING... j 


'he SUDDEN HEAVY KNOCKING ON 
: FRONT DOOR... 


OPEN UP... ) 

r IN THE NAME OF \ 
THE CONN/SSJONER] 
OF HEALTH... fi 


YOU ARE HENRI TlYES! 
-t COURBET... IS 


TRUE.. 


• FOR THE EDIFICATION AND EXPERh 
NENTAT/ON OF NED/CAL STUDENTS 
ENROLLED THERE. BY ORDER OF THE V" 
CONN/SS/ONER OF HEALTH. CITY J/ 
(OF IWIS, JULY 13. 1867.. , 


IT IS NY DUTY TO INFORN YOU 
THAT IN ACCORDANCE WITH ORDINANCE 
4956, IF SHE IS NOT PROPERLY 
BURIED BY A LICENSED UNDER- ” 
TAKER by TONORROW NORN/NC, 
HER BODY WILL BE RENOVED FROM 


J NO. 
7 OH, 
LORD. 


The RIVER BELOW SWEEPS SLOWLY BY... AS THE PAST 
DAY'S EVENTS SWEEP SLOWLY BY. HENRI STARES INTO 
THE MURKY DEPTHS AND SEES HIS HOPELESS VAIN 
ATTEMPTS TO RAISE THE MONEY... 

“but you are my LIFE^LONpy’ I am SORRY, 
FRIEND, Louis' my WIFE is ) henri. times are 
‘ DEAD. I must BURY her... J BAD. JOBS are 

SCARCE. I HAVEN'T 
ENOUGH TO FEED MY 


_ Finally going back to the hovel that served as 
THEIR HOME, AND SEEING THE CHILDREN'S HUNGRY FACES 
AND HIS WIFE'S SILENT STILL BODY... 


Th e offi cer leero> at henri. 

CAN'T AFFORD TO BURY 
YOUR WIFE, HER BODY 



...AND DO YOU KNOW WHY THE V STOP IT: 
COMMISSIONER OF HEALTH ISSUED) STOP IT.' 
THIS DECREE, M'SIEU COURBET. -^HAVE P/TYf' 
NOT IN THE INTERESTS OF THE 
CITY'S HEALTH f HE GETS SEVENTY- 
FIVE FRANCS FOR EACH BODY... 

FROM THE CONSERVATORY. 



yi The OFFICER LOOKED AROUND. HE LOOKED AT SUZETTE'S STILL 


WHITE FORM. 







HENRI STARES OOWN AT THE RIVER. HE THINKS OF 
THE MEDICAL STUDENTS. ..GATHERED AROUND THE BOOT.. 
THEIR SHINING SCALPELS IN THEIR UPRAISED HANDS... 


And then he thinks of the children ..marie and 
PIERRE-THEIR BLOATED STOMACHS CRYING FOR FOOD ... 
THEIR BONY FINGERS SEARCHING FOR CRUMBS IN THE 


And then he looks at the body wrapped in bur- 
lap LYIN6 ON THE OLD CART, AND HE KNOWS THAT WHAT 



T HE OLD MAN HOBBLES OUT INTO THE 
NIGHT. ..OUT TO THE CART.. .LIFTS THE 
AND PEEPS AT THE 



Early the next morning .pierre And they oressed in their new _.And, together, they walkeoout 

AND MARIE ATE HEARTILY... THE FIRST CLOTHES... THE CLOTHES HENRI HAD INTO THE SUNLIGHT... 



AT EXACTLY THAT MOMENT, IN THE PARIS CON- AND LATER, JUST OUTSIDE PARIS. HENRI AND THE CHIL- 

SERVATORY OF MEDICINE, EAGER CURIOUS PROS- OREN STOOD BEFORE THE GAPING OPEN GRAVE, WATCHING 

PECTIVE DOCTORS CUT AND SLICED AND PROBED THE NEW THE COFFIN BEING LOWERED SLOWLY INTO IT... 



While at that precise moment, the dean of THE PARIS CON- 
SERVATORY OF MEDICINE, ON HIS DAILY TOUR OF THE ANATOMY 
CLASSES, STOPPED BEFORE THE NEWLY PURCHASED BODY THAT NOW 
LAY COMPLETELY DISSECTED... AND SHRIEKED... 



HEH.HEH.' YEP? THAT'S MY YELP’ YARN, 
FIENDS? HENRI TOOK A WALK THAT NIGHT 
TO TRY AND DECIDE WHAT TO DO... AND THE 
SOLUTION, SHALL WE SAY, DROPPED INTO 
HIS LAP OF COURSE, HE HAD TO COAX 
THE COMMISSIONER T 0 DROP I DEAD, THAT 
IS) BY.,.WELL...I'LL5/?4*£‘Y0U THE 
GORY DETAILS, just use your lil' ol* 
IMAGINATIONS, and 
NOW IT'S TIME TO CLOSE 
» THE DOOR OF THE VAULT 
( TILL NEXT WE MEET.. .WHICH 
' will BE in THE CRYPT- 
I KEEPER'S MAS-TALES 
\ FROM THE CRYPT, till 
. THEN.. .AS THE UNDER - 
L TAKERS SAY. .'have , 

A NICE MOURNING /' 



ER- t 

'EA 1 

'LA 


They claim 


brings you 
“good luck" 


1 "Six months after mailing the 
coupon, I had a promotion 
and a big raise in pay! 


■iKr 


_> "My break came 

when I sent the coupon!" 


These statements are typical! I.C.S. gets letters 
like these regulerly. Coupon senders report pay 
raises. Others win important promotions or new, 
interesting assignments. Still others find happiness, 
job security, opportunities never dreamed possible. 



Is It LUCK? The results are so impres- 
sive, so quick in coming, that some say 
the I.C.S. coupon is "lucky.” Of course, 
that’s not true. The real reason for these 
amazing results is what happens to the person when 
he or she mails the coupon. 


Coupon Is tirst step! Naturally, you want to make 
good. But you’ve put off doing something about it, 
Mailing this coupon is definite action! It shows you're 
fed up with waiting for the breaks. You’re deter- 
mined to make your own breaks! And this determi- ; 
- - - - alone accounts for much of the "luck’ you 11 
- experience. 



•non q 


From the moment I marked the 31^. ) 
coupon, my luck changed I" 


You get free guidance! Within a few 
days you get the helpful and inspiring 
36-page book, “How to Succeed.” It’s 
crammed with information. For ex- 
, . ample, it tells you in detail how to 
your career. Also how to prepare for advance- 
:. In addition, you get a free catalog on the I.C.S. 
se that interests you. With your new-found de- 
ination and these two books as your guides, 
your hidden abilities!' 


you’re ready to c 


391 I.C.S. courses! You’ll find a partial list of 
courses in. the coupon below. Each course is up-to- 
date, extremely practical, completely success-tested. 
You study in your spare time. Set your own pace. 
Correspond directly with instructors. Cost is low.. 
Diplomas are awarded to graduates. I.C.S. 




Diplomas are awarciea to grauuates. “““‘“'e ,- s- 

rates high in all fields of business and industry. You 5^ ; 
't find another school like it. 

Call it being "lucky" or being " smart What- 
ever it is, you’re one step closer to your goal, 
when you mail this famous coupon! 







MEN! WOMEN! take orders forfamous 

GUARANTEED 9ms. 


A CAR IN 4 MONTHS-AND UP TO 

$20 IN A HALF DAY "I cannot express my • 


bit doubtful at first but now it is a reality and I thank you 
for making it so. I have earned this ear in just four short i 
iths and I'm sure others can do the same. Thank you 1 
making it possible for me to earn more money than 


SEND NO MONEY! 

SIMPLY MAIL COUPON. When you send for £ 


Selling Outfil.Ialso send yo 


>ney?n ' FU LEor*SPA RE°Ti ME 

nv^Car ove^and* above yourcash earninga J*. ^ '£ TVOtU 

IL-KNIT HOSIERY CO., Inc., A-6138 Midway, Greenfield, Ohio 


Look At These Exceptional 
FIRST WEEK SPARE TIME EARNINGS J 


, Space permits mentioning only these few exceptional cases, 
' it they give you an idea of the BIG MONEY that is 
ole in just spare time starting the very first week. 


